THE FAIR-HATRED YOUNG MAN, ABOUT NINETEEN OR TWENTY, 
THOUGH PERHAPS YOUNGER-LOCKING, STANDS AT THE EDGE OF 
AN EVANGELIST MEETING. HE IS WEARING A GREASY 
TATTERED DONKEY-JACKET. HIS HEAD IS LOWERED AND THE 
TALL JACKET-COLILAR PULLED UP. AT THE FRONT OF THE 
CROWD, INSTRUMENTALISTS AND SINGERS, MEN AND WOMEN. 
MANY IN THE CROWD ARE SINGING. 


SALVATION ARMY OFFICER - And you, sir? 


THIS OFFICER IN UNIFORM CAP BEARS a STRIKING 
RESEMPLANCE TO THE GUARD WHO BLEW TH" WHISTLE. 


Have you a favourite hymn 
we could sing for you? 


NOT HEARING, THE YOUNG MAN HAS ALREADY STARTED AWAY 
IN HORROR. HIS PANIC HAS CLEAVED A WAY INTO THE 

OPEN STREET. A SCREECH OF TYRES AND A SCREAM AS A CAR 
SVERVES OUT OF HIS PATH. HE PLUNGSS BACK ONTO THE 
PAVEMENT INTO A GROUP OF PEOPLE. THEY PUSH HIM 
ASIDE AND HE FALLS SMASH AGAINST A STEEL POST WHICH 
HE CLINGS TO FOR DEAR LIFE. A MAN'S VOICE: ‘You all 
right, son?' THE YOUNG MAN SHAKES HIS HEAD CLEAR 
AND STARTS PUSHING HIS WAY PAST PEOPLE. THE HYMN- 
SINGING GRADUALLY FADES. H® IS RUNNING NOW, LEAVING 
THE CENTRE OF THE CITY BEHIND HIM. THE STREETS GROW 
QUIETER AND QUIETER. NOW THEY ARE ALTOGETHER 
DESERTED AND HE IS WALKING ALL OVER THE PAVEMENT LIKE 
A DRUNK, EXULTING IN HIS FREEDOM TO TALK WHERE HE 
LIKES, AT ANY PACE HE LIKES. ; 


BEYOND HIM STAND THE GREAT STONE PILLARS ON WHICH THE 
TALI. GATES OF THE PARK ARE HINGED. AROUND THE GATES, 
TREES, BEYOND THEM TOTAL RLACKNESS. 


HE WALKS UP TO THE MIDDLE OF THE GATE AND LEANS 
AGAINST If, HIS ARMS OULISTRETCHED, HIS FISTS GRIPPING 
THE BARS. HE LOOKS BACK OVER THE EMPTY STREETS AND 
BEGINS TO CLIMB THE LOCKED GATES. HE STOPS AT THE 
TOP, STRUCK BY THE TERRIBLE BLACKNESS BEYOND, AND 
SINKS DOWN INTO THE PARK. 


AS HE WALKS IN THE BLACKNESS, THE MUSIC OF A PARK 

BAND, FAINTLY. THEN A YOUNG GIRL'S VOICE: 'Come on, 

_ Johnny, it's the band!' THE MUSIC RISES AND THE 
DARKNESS GIVES WAY TO THE LIGHT OF A RATPER BLEAK 
RVENING. THE GIRL, LONG-LEGGED AND FAIR-HAIRED, RUNS 
ON IN FRONT CALLING BACK: 'OH, come on!' A FAIR-HAIRED 
BOY OF NINE OR TEN, SOME TWO YEARS YOUNGER THAN THE 
GIRL, RUNS UP. THEY ARE POOR CHILDREN, VEARING CLOTHES 
THEY GREW OUT OF MAYBE SIX MONTHS BEFORE. THE GIRL IN 
A LIGHT-COLOURED COAT, THE BOY IN A JACKET AND SHORT 
TROUSERS OF COARSE MATERIAL. 


THEY STAND AT THE RAILINGS ROUND THE BAND-STAND AND, 
KEEPING TO THE RAILINGS, SLOWLY MAKE THEIR WAY UP THE 
HILL AND ROUND TOYVARDS THE CENTRE. 


THE BAND-STAND IS A PICTURE-FRAME STAGE ABOUT SIX FEET 
OFF THE GROUND. ON THE GROUND, AT BITHER SIDE OF THE 
STAGH, AR® THE GATES. THE TERRACED ENCLOSURE IS ABOUT 
EMPTY. AT THE TOP OF THE THERRACING, OUTSIDE THE 
RAILINGS, STaND THE BOY AND GIRL. 


GIRL - Look at all the empty seats! 
JOHNNY ~ Could we no' go in, Mary? 
MARY - We've no money. 

JOHNNY = There's nobody at the gate. 


MARY = Mebbe the man's away. Come on. 


AS THEY WALK DOWN TOWARDS THE GATE, RAIN BEGINS TO 
FALL. 


JOHNIY - It's comint on rainin', Mary. 


THEY RUN THE REST OF THE WAY. THEY SLIP PAST THE 
EMPTY PAY-BOX WHERE A CARD HANGS MARKED: ‘Children 3d, 
Adults 64', THEY SEAT THEMSELVES IN THE VERY FRONT 
ROW. 


JOHNNY - This is good, isn't it? 
Mary = Don't tell Mea we skipped in, mind. 


JOHNNY SHAKES HIS HEAD, COMPLETELY ABSORBED IN 
GLITTERING INSTRUMENTS AND MARVELLOUS SOUND. AN 
ATTENDANT IN UNIFORM CAP COMES ROUND FROM THE GATE 
THEY HAVE JUST ENTERED. 


MARY - He's seen us! Come on! 


SHE RISES AND MAKES FOR THH OPPOSITE GATE. THE BOY 
IS PETRIFIED. 


ATTENDANT - Right, youl Get! 


THE BOY STARES AT HIM IN TERROR. TAKING IT FOR DEFIANCE 
THE ATTENDANT GRABS THE BOY. 


ATTENDANT - Come on! 


HE SHAKES HIM VIOLENTLY AND PULLS HIM UP TO HIS FACE. 
MARY IS CALLING: ‘JOHNNY! JOHNNY! JOQHNWY!' AS THE 
BAND BECOME PHANTOMS AND THE BOY AND ATTENDANT FAaD&E 
WITKR THE LIGHT. THE YOUNG MAN IS HANGING OVER THE 
RAILINGS, STARING INTO THE DARK ENCLOSURE. ‘JOHNNY! 
JOHUNPY!!' STILL RINGS OVER HIM. THEN THE SOUND OF 
METAL BARS AND STITDDED BOOTS DRUMMING RHYTHMICALLY ON 
TIN. THE YOUNG MAN COVERS HIS BaRS WITH HIS HANDS. 
THE DIN REACHES A MADDENING PITCH AND THE YOUNG MAN 
TWISTS ROUND AND FALLS ON HIS KNEXZS ON THE GRASS SLOPE 
BEHIND HIM, BEATEN DOWN, HIS HANDS AND ARMS OVER HIS 
HHAD. MARY IS STILL GALLING. HE TRIES TO SHOUT: 'I'tm 
in here! I'm in here!! 


THE LIGH? CHANGES ANO MARY IS WALKING THROUGH THE 
BACK-~COURT OF A SLUM TENEMENT. FROM A ONE-STORY 
WINDOW, A HANDSOME WOMAN OF MAYBE ¥FORTY-THREE YEARS 
CALLS TO HER: ‘Where is he, Mary?! 


IN FRONT OF THE GAUNT SQUARE WALLS OF A MIDDEN WITH 
LARGE SQUARE CANS PACKED FULL OF ASH, ARE FIVE BOYS. 
THEY WRAR SACKS CLOAK-FASHION, STRUNG ROUND THEIR NECKS 
OR SHOULDERS. ONE ROY, VYEARING AN IMITATION TIN HELMET, 
IS DANCING ON AN UPTURNED MIDD@N CAN. TWO OTHERS ARE 
SITTING ON IT: ONE BOOTING IT WITH HIS HEELS, THE OTHER 
DRUMFPING WITH AN TRON BAR. THY OTHER TWO DANCE ROUND 

IT AND KICK IT FROM TIME TO TIME. MARY IS WALKING 
TOWARDS THIS SCENE, 


THE WOMAN AT THE VINDOW CAITS TO THE BOYS: 'Have any 
of you seen Johnny?! TH DANOE NOW QUICKENS IN PACE, 
THE DRUMMERS BEAT WITH GREATHR FEROCITY. THE BOYS ON 
THE GROUND, WITHOUT LOOKING TOVARDS THE WINDOW, CALL 
QUT: !Naw we hivnae seen him!'t ALL ARE MOVING AS IF 
IN TIME TO SOME HIDDEN WUSIC REHIND THE RHYTHM THEY 
CREATE. 


SUDDENLY, WITH A LONG FIFRCE YELL, [IHF DANCER LEAPS 
OF® THE CAN AND RUNS OUT OF SIGHT. TH# OTHERS FOLTOW 
ALL YELIING. 


MARY LIFTS THE CAN AND CROUCHED THERE, BLELDING FROM 
THE FOREHEAD AND DRENCEED IN ASH, IS JOHNNY. MARY 
ONLY STARES AT HIM, FRIGHTENED. HE STANDS UP AND 
BEGINS SHAVING OFF THE DIRT WITH HIS HAND. THEN HE 
CATCHES SIGHT OF THE WOMAN AT THE WINDOW. THIS IS THE 
FINAL HUMILIATION AND HE TURNS AWAY AND GOES BEHIND 
THE MIDDEN. 


SHE IS CALLING FROM TRE WINDOW: 'Johnny! Come on up, 
son. Johnny, d'tye hear?! 


MARY GORS ROUND TO WHERE HE IS STANDING. SHE SAYS: 
'Come on, Johnny. We better go up.' 


SHE TAKES HIS HAND. 


A BEDROOM LIGH!ED BY A SMALL OIL LAMP STANDING ToWaRDS 
THE EDGE OF AN OLD-FASHIONED KITCHEN-TABLE. APART 
FROM ONE OR TWO BOOKS AND NEWSPAPERS, THE TABLE IS 
BARE. IN FRONT OF THE TABLE, A WHEELCHAIR WITH ITS 
BACK TO THE TAPLE. THE WHREELCHALR FACES INTO A LARGE 
DOUBLE BED YWHHRE JOHNNY LIES VITH HIS FATHER. BEHIND 
THE BED, TO THE RIGHT, A SHUTTERED WINDOW. ON THE 
WHEELCHAIR, A NEWSPAPER, THE LID OF A TIN BOX USED aS 
AN ASHTRAY, CIGARETTE PAPERS AND MATCHES. 


THE FATHER IS ONLY FIFTY YEARS OLD BUT LOOKS MUCH MORE. 
THE EMACIATED HEAD WOULD BE A DEATH MASK WERE IT NOT 

FOR THE SOFT KINDLY EYES. THE FINELY-SHAPED SENSITIVE 
NOSTRILS GIVE THE KEY TO HIS CHARACTER. THROUGH A SMALL 
MAGNIFYING GLASS HE IS READING A NEWSRAPER. HE IS 
UNSHAVEN. 


JOHNNY - Daddy. 

DADDY - Aye, son. 

JCHNNY - Ma got blades. 

DADDY - Hm. 

JOHNNY - Are ye readin' about the war? 

DADDY - No. 

JOHNNY - The teacher says we're winnin' the war. 
DADDY - Ah'm glad to hear it. 


JOHNNY ~ That's the new teacher we've got. Miss 
MacConnochie. 


DADDY - Hm 


JOHNNY - She said ye might not think it ~ the way we 
get bombed ant that - but we're winnint just 
the same. 


DADDY - Good for Miss MacConnochie! She hasnae given 
ye the exact date of its termination? 


JOHNNY - Wee Jackie Hill asked. He said 'Please, Miss, 


when will the war be over?! An! she said 'In 
God's own good time, Jackie, in God's own good 
time', 


DADDY - Hn. 
JOHNNY - An! she says we'll be the soldiers in the next 


War. 
DADDY ~- The next war! One war at a time'ts not enough 
to cope wit. Shets already got ye recruited 


for the next. 


JOHNNY (almost slyly) - What if there's no! another war? 


DADDY - That would be good, Johnny, eh? 


FOR THE FIRST TIME THE FATHER LOOKS AT THE BOY. THE 
BOY LOOKS AWAY. 


JOHNNY - What dtye do, Daddy, when we're down in the 
shelter? 


DADDY - Och, Ah think to m'self, Johnny. 

JOHNNY - What d'ye think? 

DADDY - Oh, different things. 

JOHNNY - When we came up last time ye were singin'.’ 
DADDY - Aye, sometimes Ah sing. 

JOHNNY - Dtye play the gramophone? 


DADDY - No, Ah don't think Ah'tve ever played the 
gramophone durin't a raid. Sometimes Ah sing. 
Sometimes Ah read. And sometimes Ah just 
think. 


JOHNNY - What dtye think? 


DADDY - Oh, different things, Johnny. What would 
you be thinkin! about if ye were sittin' up 
here on yer lonesome? 


JOHNNY - Ahtd like it. Ah'td be the captain on a 
Sinkint ship. Everybody's away in the 
boats. But Ah stick to the ship. 


DADDY - 'And I'll go down in the angry waves 
Wit the ship I love’. 


A SILENCE. 


JOHNNY - It's good in the shelter. There's a big big 
rockin' horse. And there's always a big 
roarin!t fire. Ye wuldnae be cold in the 
shelter, Daddy. 


DADDY - Oh, Ah ken fine you like it, Johnny. An' no 
school the next mornin’, 


JOHNNY - Is there shelters in the jail, say they 
bombed the jail? 


@ 


DADDY ~ Oh, the walls in the jail'll be pretty thick, 
Ah suppose, 


JOHNNY - Daddy. 

DADDY = Aye. 

JOHNNY - Why did they put you in jail? 

DADDY ~ Aye, Ah thought there was somethin' comin’, 
JOHNNY - Ah heard ye sayin' it. 

DADDY - Ye never did! 


JOHNNY - When ye were argyin' wi' Ma: the night ye 
wuldnae let the polis carry ye down to the 
Shelter. Ye wuldnae let them touch ye. 


DADDY - No, Ah would not! 


JOHNNY - Ye always seid it was an accident, yer legs: 
that ye fell aff the roof. 


DADDY =- Och, Johnny, Johnny. 


JOHNNY - The polis were chesin' ye an' ye flung 
yersel aff. 


DADDY - Tyach, Ah prefer ma bed to yer miserable old 
shelters any day. 


JOHNNY - What was it ye did, Daddy? 


DADDY (angering) ~- Ah don't ask you why ye get dragged 
through the dirt an' come up here 
wi't yer head smashed in! 


THE BOY SUBSIDES, HURT. 
Ah can esk hard things. 


HE RETURNS TO HIS PAPER BUT IN A MOMENT HIS AWARENESS 
OF THe BOY'S PAIN OVERCOMES HIM. 


Well, if it's a story ye want to 
hear, 


IT IS NOT THE STORY OF HOW FIS FATHER WON THE 
MILITARY MEDAL. AT YPRES: YET LOVE, THE GREAT ELIXIR, 
IS AT WORK, AND THE EFFECT THE STORY HAS ON THE BOY 
MIGHT BE THAT OF A STORY OF HEROIC ADVENTURE AND 
MANLY EXPLOIT. 


Ye always want to hear stories. Well, it was a long 
time ago. Ah had just married yer mother, the time 
o' the last war. Ah was called up - an' = an! Ah 
deserted. 


Ah went to ma mother's an' the second night Ah was 
there they burst the door in. But Ah could shift 
m'self in they days ant Ah was out the window an! 
down the pipe like a shot. 


Ah knew the backs ent the dykes, but one bugger Ah 
couldn't shake off. He was a fsr older man than me, 
but he kept onto me like » hound. 


You know, Johnny, it's funny the daft notions ye get 
when ye're sfraid. Ye get to thinkin' ye could beg 
a man to gie ye a chance an! let ye go. But if Ahtd 
had gold to offer that fella, he'd have made me eat 
it. 

Ah climbed onto an o1d stable that used to be in 
Coburg lane. Ant that was ma mistake. OQne climbed 
up the back, the other came up the front. There was 
no other way down. Ah was done. 


They were shoutin' to me that the war would soon be 
over ant that Ah had nothint to worry about. They 
didnae fancy strugglin' wit a man on a slantin' roof. 


Then they edged ower to me bit b'bit. Ah was at the 
far end ot the roof against the wall. They were half- 
sittint an’ haudin't oan to each other ant proddin at 
me wit their sticks. 


Johnny, ye know what Ah thought Ah would do. Ah thought 
Ah'd just make a dive at them, an' the whole three of 

us would go down. But then - Ah don't know how it was 
yet, Johnny - Ah began to feel very sorry for these 

two poor blokes crawlin' aboot on the roof. They were 
ten times as frightened as Ah was, ant Ah was 
frightened. 
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An! Ah jumped! 


Well, there was no' army for me. But there Was no 
peace. Ten long years Ah was on ma back, wit the 
doctors tryin' to glue ma old bits o' bones together 
again. But Ah survived. We always survive, in time. 


THE BOY STARTS UP, HIS HAND TO HIS MOUTH. 


JOHNNY - Ah nearly forgot! 
DADDY - What is it? 


JOHNNY SORAMBLES ACROSS HIS FATHER'S LEGS ONTO THE 
FLOOR. HE RETURNS FROM THE DARK WITH HIS CUPPED 
HANDS OVERFLOWING WITH GIGARETTE ENDS. 


DADDY ~ Johnny, son: ye've enough there to keep me 
smokin! till kingdom come! 


JOHNNY - There's more, there's lots more! It's three 
days pickin's. Ah forgot to gie them to ye. 


DADDY - Tell the truth: ye were savin! them up to 
gie yer auld man a big surprise. 


JOHNNY - Ah was at the park every day this week. Ah 
gathered up one side on the road goin', and 
on the other on the road comin' back. 


DADDY - Ah, ye're a great wee laddie! - Ahtll gie ye 
threepence on Tuesday. Into bed wi' ye, 
quick! 


JOHNNY ~ That new teacher gave us a yoem. 
DADDY - Miss MecConnochie. 

JOHYFY ~- Aye. OD'tye want to hear it. 
DADDY - What is it, Johnny? 


JOHNNY - ‘Incident of the French Camp' by Robert 
Browning. 


DADDY - Well, let's have it. 
Johnny - It's no' a long poem. 


DADDY - That's good. 


Ll 


JOHNNY = ‘Incident of the French Camp' by Robert 
Browning. 


DADDY ~ Hold it. Give us that book over. 
THE BOY JUMPS OUT OF FED AND GOES TO THE [ARLE. 
The bottom yin. Thatts right. 


THE ROY GETS BACK IN. HIS FATHER FLICKS THROUGH THE 
PAGES TILL HE FINDS WHAT HE WANTS. 


Carry on. 


JOHNNY - You know we French stormed Ratisbon: 
| A mile or so away 
On a little mound, Napoleon 
Stood on our storming day. 


DADDY - With neck out-thrust, you fancy how, 
Legs wide, arms locked behind, 
As if to balance the prone brow 
Oppressive with his mind. 


JOHNNY - Out 'twixt the battery-smokes there flew 
A&A rider bound on bound 
Full galloping; nor bridle drew 
Until he reached the mound. 


Then off there flung in smiling joy 
And held himself erect 

By just his horse's main, a boy; 
You hardly could suspect. 


DADDY - (So tight he kept his lips compressed 
Scarce any blood came through) 
You looked twice ere you saw his breast 
Was all but shot in two. 


JOHNNY - 'Well' cried he ‘Emperor, by God's grace 
We've got you Ratisbon! 
The marshal's in the market-place 
And youtll be there anon 


To see your flag-bird flap his vans 
Where I, to heart's desire, .«rvhe? 
Perched him. 


DADDY - The chief's eye flashed; his plans 
Soared up egain like fire. 
Youtre wounded!' 


JOHNNY - 'Nay!' the soldier's pride 
Touched to the quick, he said: 
'T!'m killed sire!* And his chief beside 


Smiling the boy fell dead. 


JOHNNY FALLS ON HIS FATHER'S BREAST AND THROWS HIS 
ARMS OVER HIM. 


DADDY - If Miss MacConnochie could have heard yel 
TVE BOY LOOKS UP, PLEASED BUT UNSURE. 


Shetd have ye enlisted in this war - never 
mind the next! 


HE HOLDS THE BOY IN SILENCE. 


JOHNNY - Daddy, d'you ever pray? 


DADDY ~ Sure, Ah pray. When the sun shines in this 
window Ah pray into m'self. 


JOHNIY - What d'tye say? 

DADDY - Ah say God is good. 

JOHNNY - Is that a'? 

DADDY - Well, what do you say? 

JOHNNY - Ah say Please God, make Daddy strong! 


A SILENCE. 


DADDY - That's s good prayer, Johnny. But if ye love 
somebody that's the greatest prayer of all - 
the love ye feel, inside here. Ye see? 


JOHNNY - Ah love you, Daddy. Ah do. 


DADDY - God is good, Johnny: ant ye'tre a great wee 
laddie, a lovely wee laddie. 
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ON THE BARE STUBBLY GRASS THE YOUNG MAN CRAWLS, 
FEELING FOR HIS FATHER, THE SWEET WHISPER FADING 
OVER HIM. 


HE ROLLS QVER ONTO HIS BACK AND STARES INTO THE SKY 
WHERE THE CLOUDS SWEEP CLEAR FOR THE MOON. THERE 

IS THE SOUND OF A SIREN, DISTANT. BOMBERS DRONE INTO 
[HE CLEAR PATCH. S@ARCHLIGHTS, A A GUNFIRE, THE 
SOUND OF BOMBING. 


WE IEAVE THE ROAR AND RUMBLE FOR THE CHATTER AND 
QUIET LAUGHTER OF THE AIR RAID SHELTER. WE ARE 
LOOKING AT THE SWINGING ILEGS OF A GR:uAT WHITE ROCKING 
HORSE. A STRONGLY-RUILT ROY IS UP. JOHNNY AND SOME 
OTHER CHILDREN STAND AT ITS FAD. 


THE WOMEN AND ONE OR TWO MEN ARE ROUND THE "IRE IN 
CHAIRS OR LYING DOWN ON REDS MADER ON THE FLOOR. 
JOHNNY'S “MOTHER AND MARY SIT TOGETHER IN CONVERSATION 
WITH OTFER WOMEN AND CHILDREN. AT THE ENTRANCE, 
BESIDE THE ROCKING-HORSE, SITS THE ATR RAID WARDEN. 


SUDDENLY THERE'S A NOT VERY LOUD THUD AND THE LIGHTS 
BLINK. TH™RE'S A SVIGHT PANIC AND THE WOMEN GATHER 
TPEIR CHILDREN, CALLING TO THEM. THE BOY ON THE 
HORSE DISMOUNTS AND JOHNNY GETS UP IN HIS PLACE. 

HIS MOTHER IS CALLING TO HIM BUT EVERYILHING SEXMS TO 
BE ALL RIGHT AGAIN. 


THEN COMES A TR“SMENDOUS RUINPLE AND EVERYTHING SHAKES 
AND THE LIGHTS GO OUT. THE WOMEN START LIGHTING 
CANDLES HERE AND THERE. A POLICEMAN APPEARS IN THE 
ENTRANCE. THE AIR RAID WARDEN STANDS BESIDE HIM. 


POLICEMAN = The building across the road's been hit. 
AIR RAID WARDEN - Christ we heard it! 


POLICEMAN ~- It's in a heap. They're no' at fae up 
there, are they? 


POLICEMAN - Ah suppose ye better tell them. 


AIR RAID WARDEN - Ah don't think they need tellin’, 
Anyway, they'll be seein! for 
themselves soon enough. Some of 
them might have left people up 
there. 


POLICEMAN (soing out) - If they stay in the house 
these nights they deserve all 
they get, 


ANOTHER CANDLE IS LIT AND THE ROCKING-HORSE IS SHEN 
TO BE RIDERLESS. JOHNNY'S MOTHER RUSHES OVER: ‘Where 
is he? He was on the horse a minute ago ~ the wee boyl!' 
THE AIR RAID WARDEN DASHES OUTSIDE. ; 
2 
THY BOMBED TENEMENT IS FALLING APART AND BLAZING 
FIERCELY. IT IS CORDONED OFF. FIREMEN ARE AT WORK. 
THE BLAZE LIGHTS UP JOHNNY'S FaCE. HE IS CALLING: 


‘Daddy! Daddy!'! HS RUSHES TOWARDS IT, BUT IS GRABBED 
BY POLICEMEN. ‘My Daddy's in there! HE BURSTS INTO 
THARS. ‘He was in bed. He canna walkl'! 


POLICEMEN ~- Come on, son. He'll be all right. 


THE BOY IS PULLING AWAY FROM THEM AND CALLING: 'Daddyf 
Daddy!' THE LAST BIT STANDING COLLAPSES AND DROWNS HIS 
CRIES. 


ds 


A SMALL NEATLY-FURNISHED BEDROOM. THERE ARE TWO SINGLE 
BEDS. OVER THE MANTLEPIECH THERE'S A MIRROR AND ABOVE 
THE MIRROR A GAS MANTLE. 


MARY IS STANDING AT THE DOOR LEADING TO THE OTHHR 
ROOM. SHE IS PEEPING THROUGH A LITILE HOLE JUST ABOTIT 
EYE LEVEL. IN THE OTHER ROOM ‘JEALOUSY' IS PLAYED ON 
A GRAMOPHONE RECORD. 


LYING OVER A DRAUGHT ROARD ON ONE O- THE BEDS IS 
JCENNY, DRESSED IN PYJAMAS LIKE HIS SISTER. FROM 
STUDYING TFE GAMS HE LOOKS UP. 


JOHNNY - What are they doin'? 
MARY - Nothin'. 
JOHNNY - They keep playin! the same record a! the time. 


A SILENCE. 


MARY - They're dancing! 
JOHNNY - Gome on, are ye playin'? 
MARY - Mats nice. 


SHE LEAVES THE DOOR AND DANCES OVER TO JOHNNY. 
JOHNNY - It's your move. 


MARY - Ah don't want to play draughts: Ah want to 
dance. 


SHE DANCES ROUND AND ROUND WITH AN IMAGINARY PARTNER. 
SHE STOPS IN FRONT OF JOHNNY. 


Hets the nicest man I've ever seen. 
JOHNNY - It's you tae move. 
MARY (giving him up) - Tyach, there! 


SHE MOVES, THEN STARTS DANCING AGAIN. BUT JOHNNY HAS 
MOVED PROMPTLY AND IS YET AGAIN WAITING FOR HER. 


JOHNNY =- Your move. 
SHE SITS ON THE EDGE OF THE BED. 


MARY - Ah'tll bet he's been in lots o' foreign 
countries. Would ye no! like to be a sailor, 
Johnny? 


JOHNNY - He's not a sailor. 

MARY - He is so: he's a petty officer. 
JOHNNY - He's no' a right sailor. 

MARY - An' what's a right sailor, smart Alec? 
JOHNNY - He doesnae talk like a sailor. 

MARY - English people at talk like that. 
JOHNNY - How do you know? 


MARY - Miss Wimbush at school ~- she's English. She 
talks the very same as him. 


“ol 
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JOHNNY ~- Well, she doesnae talk like a sailor, does 
she? 


THE RECORD IN THE NEXT ROOM ENDS AND IS STARTED 
AGAIN. 


There it goes again. 
MARY - Well, they like it, and I like Tbe O03 


JOHNNY - They could buy some of the records Daddy 
used to have. 


MARY - They auld things! (SINGING:) 'Scots wha hae 


Wi Wallace bled: Scots wham Bruce has often 
led: Welcome to your gory bed: Or to 
victory! 


THEY SING THE LAST LINE TOGETHER AND MAKE IT A 
LONGER DRAWN OUT 'VICTORY' THAN USUAL: THEN BOTH 
BURST OUT LAUGHING. 


MARY - Ye canna dance tae that! 

SHE RUNS TO THE SPY HOLE. 

JOHNNY = Ah know why it is you like him. 
SHE COMES BACK. 


MARY - Why? 


JOHNNY =~ Because he's always lookin! at ye. 
SHE STANDS IN FRONT OF THE MIRROR. 


MARY = Well, mebbe Ah'm somethin! tae look at. 
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FASHICNING HER HAIR ALL SORTS OF WAYS, SHE SINGS: 


MARY - Oh, come tinker or come tailor, 
Come soldier or come sailor: 
Come ony man at at that'll take me fae ma 
faither, 
Come rich man or poor man, 
Come wise man or come witty: 
Come ony man at at that'll marry me for pity. 


SHii LEANS OVER HER BROTHER, KISSES HIM. 


He might look at you ant a! if ye'd wash yer 
neck, 


AGAIN SHE GOES TO THE DOOR. IN A MOMENT SHE HURRIES 
AWAY FROM IT, DISTURBED. 


We better be gaun tae bed, Johnny. 
JOHNNY - What's the matter? It's too early. 
MARY - It's no' too early. It's after ten. 
JOHNNY - We hivnae finished the game. 


HE IS ABOUT TO GATHER UP TH= DRAUGHTS WHEN THE MUSIC 
IN THE NEXT ROOM STOPS. TH RECORD DORSN'T GO ON 
AGAIN. INSTEAD VE HEAR HIS WOTHER'S VOICE, LAUGHINGLY, 
TEASINGLY: 'No, No, - Frank. Youtre hurtin! me!! 


AS JOHNNY RUNS TO THE DOOR MARY CALLS: 'Come on, into 
bed, Tohnny.' Then. ‘Ah'm puttin' the light outl' 
SHE DOES SO. 


THROUGH THE HOL# IN THE DOOR THE BOY SEES: THE NAVAL 
OFFICER'S UNIFORM CAP ON THE DRESSER, HIS JACKET ON 

\ CHAIR; HIS MOTHER, HER BLOUSE OPEN WIDE, YEILDING 
IN THE MAN'S ARMS. HE IS KISSING HER PASSIONATELY ON 
THE SHOMTLDERS AND RREASTS. HE STOPS AND LOOKS INTO 
HER FACE. SHE CLUTCHES HIS HEAD IN BOTH HANDS AND 
DRAWS HIS MOUTH TO FERS. THEY FALL TOGETHER ON THS 
SOFA. 


MARY IS CALLING: ‘'Tohnny, get into bed, d'ye hear?! 
SHE HERSELF IS IN RED NOW. SHE CALLS: 'I'1l1 tell 
Ma.! 


WITH A SUDDEN GASP JOHNNY STFPS BACK FROM THE DOOR. 
STARING IN FEAR AKD REVULSION AT SOMETHING MONSTROUS 
HE GOES BACK TILI STOPFED BY THE WALL. 


MARY CALLS: tJohnny, dtye hear me?! HE TURNS TO HIS 
SISTUR SLOWLY, AS IF STUNNED. 


IN THE DARKNESS THEY STARE aT EACH OTHER AND 
COMVYUNICATE IN SILENCE, THE GIRL'S HAND TO HER MOUTH. 


5. 


A BLIND BaCK-COURT FIDDLER IN A RAGGED COAT. A WHITE 
STICK HANGS FROM HIS COAT POCKET. HIS FIDDLE CASS IS 
SLUNG ON ONE SHOULDSR. HIS BONNET LIES AT HIS FEET, 
HE IS PLAYING ‘BE-BO BABPITY' AND A STRING OF BOYS 
AND GIRLS, INCLUDING JOHNNY AND MARY, DANCE ROUND HIM 
SINGING THE WORDS. NOW AND THEN ONE OF THUM RUNS TO 
RETRIEVE A CCIN WHICH HAS BEEN THROWN FROM A WINDOW, 
AND THROWS IT INIO THE FIDDLER'S BONNET. BEHIND THE 
FIDDLER A ROW OF BLACK PALINGS SEPERATING THE BACKS. 


THEN JOHNNY, LANGHING AND BREATHLESS, BREAKS AWAY AND 
RESTS AGAINST THR PALINGS. HIS EYE CATCHES THE UPPER 
STORY WINDOW WHERE HIS MOTHER AND THE NAVAL OFFICER 
LEAN. THEY ARE ENJOYING THE SPECTACLE. WHEN HE LOOKS 
AGAIN AT THE FIDDLER, THE BONY POCK-MARKED FACE TURNS — 
TO SKELETON: FLAMES CURL UP AND ROUND HIM, THOUGH THE 
PLAYING AND SINGING CONTINUE. WHEN fHE FLAMES FILL THE 
SCREEN THE PLAYING AND SINGTNG FADE. 


MOVING BACK FROM THE FLAMES, IT IS NIGHT. WE ARE IN 
THE OPEN STREET FESTOONSD WITH 'WELCOME-HOME!' BANNERS. 
THE UNION JACK OR LION RAMPANT HANGS FROM EVERY WINDOW. 
HUNDREDS OF PEOPLE ARE IN THE STREET. ROUND THE GREAT 
BONFIRE WITH HITLER'S BFPIGY HANGING OVER IT, MEN AND 
WOMEN, BOYS AND GIRLS, HAVE JOINED HANDS AND DANCE IN A 
RING, SINGING 'AULD LANG SYNE!. 


MARY, WILDLY HAPPY, LOOKING FROY ONE TO FHE OTHER, 
LINKS HER MOTHER AND THE NAVAL OFFICER. JOY IS 
EVERYWHERE. 


aT HIS BEDROOM WINDOW, HIS LIGHT OUT, THE BOY GaZzes on 
THE SCENE RNLOW: ON HIS (OTHER IN HER DELIRIUS JOY. 


THERE IS & GREAT ROAR WHEN HITLER TOPPL*S INYO THE 
FLAVES. 


THE YOUNG MAN, CLAD IN DENIM JERKIN AND CORDTROY 
TROUSERS, CLIVRS “HE STEEL STEFS OF THE PRISON 
HOSPITAL, ESCORTED PY A YO™NG WHITE-COATED WARDER. 

AT TPR TOP, ANOTHER WHITH-COATED FIGURE UNLOCKS A 
GATE-DOOR TO LET THEM DOYVN A LONG, POLISHED CORRIDOR. 
THIS IS THE HOSPITAL ORSNRVATION WING. AS THEY Pass 
DOWN "HE CORRIDOR, ‘TE SHEE MANY CELLS TO THEIR RIGHT. 
THE SMOOTHLY-rOLISH™D DCORS HAVE “ACH A LARGE GLass 
PANEL THROUGH WICH WE SEE THE PRISONER BFITHER SITTING 
AT fTHE FAR END OF THE CELL OR MOVING ABOUT OR JUST 
STANDING CLOSE TO THE GLASS, LOOKING OUT. 


AT THE END OF THE PASSAGE, ON THE LEFL, AN OFFICE DOOR. 
IT TOO FAS A LARGE GLASS PANEL. YHE VARDER UNLOCKS 
THIS DOOR AND MOTIONS THE YOUNG MAN, \VITHOUT LOOKING 

AT HIM, TO GET INSIDE. 


THE YOUNG MAP PAS JUST ENTERED VHEN A TALL BURLY MAN, 
BRIEFCAS® IN HAND, IS SEEN MAKING HIS WAY TOWARDS THE 
VARDER. WHEN HE COMES UP CLOSE VE SEE A POWERFUL 
PRRSONMAGE WITH THE BODY OF A FARMER BUT A HEAD RATHER 
LIKE NIETSCHE'S, TH" HUGE WHITE MUSTACHE OVERFLOWING 
FIS MOMTH. HIS IS A RARE AND PHENOMENAL PERSONALITY. 
A TRUE CELT, HE MAY PE ACCOUNTED FOR AS A FALF-MYTH 
FROM SOME RYGONE GOLDNN ERA WHEY PROFESSIONAL PEOPLE 
HAD SOULS. 


HE KWYOVS HIS JOB AND DOES IT VERY CLEVERLY. AT THE 
SAME TIME HIS INTEREST IN PEOPLE AS PEOPLE IS 
UNMISTAKABLE. HE IS FIRST OF ALL A MAN, WID WOULD LOVE 
TO DANCE AND SING, AFT™RWARDS A DOCTOR. HE MAKES No 
SECRET OF THIS, AND IS THE BEYTTER DOCTOR FOR 1T. 


20 


THOUGH HE IS NOT A PRISON DOCTOR, THE WARDER SALUTES 
HIM IN THE WAY HE USUALLY SALUTES PRISON DOCTORS, 
GOVERNORS, AND FOUR OR FIVE ASSISTANT GOVERNORS: IT IS 
A BRISK, IF RATHER RIDICULOUS, SALUTE COUPLED VITH A 
SHARP PRUSSIAN CLICK OF TYE HEELS. IT HELPS THE YOUNG 
WARDER TO FEEL HE IS BACK IN THE GAY AND CAREFREE DAYS 
OF HIS NATIONAL SERVICE AND RELIEVES HIM OF THE BURDEN 
OF RESPONSIBILITY FOR ANYTHING DISTASTEFUL THaT MIGHT 
OCCUR. 


THE DOCTOR RETURNS A NOD AND STEPS INTO [HE ROOM. IT 
IS a SPACIOUS ROOM AND CONTAINS ONLY FOUR ARTICLES. 

A DESK, TWO IDENTICAL PLAIN CHaIRS, AND HIGH UP ON THE 
WALL BEHIND THE DOCTOR'S CHAIR, A TINY FIRST-AID 
CABINET. TO RIGHT AND LEFT THE OFFICE HAS LONG GLASS 
WINDOWS THE FULL LENGTH OF EITHER SIDE. 


ON THE LEFT WE ARE LOOKING INTO THE PRISONERS! 
RECRAATION ROOM. IT IS A BRIGHT ROOM WITH A WINDOW 

THE FULI LENGTH OF ONE SIDE. THE FLOOR IS POLISHED. 
THERE ARE ABOUT A DOZEN PRISONERS IN THIS ROOM, DRESSED 
SXACTLY LIKE THE YOUNG FAN. SOME SIT SMOKING ROUND A 
RULKY ANTHRACITE STOVE. SOME SIT ALONE STARING AT 

THE WALL. OTHERS PLAY CARDS OR DRAUGHTS AT TABLES. 

ONE OR TWO MOVE TOWARDS THE OFFICE WINDOW TO PERR IN 

AT THE YCUNG MAN. THEY ARE ALI. AGES. 


ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE OFFICE WE ARE LOOKING INTO 

THE WARD. THE BEDS ARE WELL DISIANCED AND UNIFORMLY 
MADE UP. THE SAME LONG WINDOWS AS EVERYWHERE ELSE. 

THERE IS NO ONE IN THE WARD. 


THE DOCTOR PLACES HIS WELL-WORN BRIEFCASE ON THE DESK, 


RUMVAGES THROUGH IT FOR SOME PAPERS, GLANCES AT THE 
MEN STARING IN ON HIS RIGHT, 


DOCTOR - Bring the screens. 
THE WARDER MOVES SMARTLY. 
Sit down, Johnny. 


JOHYYY SITS AND THE WARDER RET™RNS VITH TRE SCREENS 

AND SHUTS OUT THE RUCREATION ROOM. THE DOCTOR IS STILL 
PULTING PAPERS OUT OF FIS RRIEFCASE AND JAMVING OTHERS 
IN. THE WARDER CLOSES TPE DOOR AND STANDS VAITING. 


DOCTOR - Just wait outside, please. 


THE WARDER GOES OUT, STATIONS HIMSELF OTHER SIDE OF 
DOOR. 


Well, well, here we are. 


HE TAKES OUT THE SHEET OF PAPER HE'S BEEN LOOKING FOR 
AND SITS DOWN, FLACING THE BRIEFCASE ON THE FLOOR. 


I hear youlve been very uncooperative of late, 
Johnny. 


JOHNNY - AH see a different doctor every other day. 
Ah'm fed up answerin! damn silly questions 
and playin! wee games. 


DOCTOR ~ ‘Jee games. Oh, you mean the intelligence 
tests. Well, we wont be playing any wee 
games today. Itve already gone through 
most of the reports on you, Johnny, and I 
wont keep you a minute. I've been called 
in to give evidence - medical evidence - at 
your trial and I have to see you and talk to 
you and get to know whet you think about one 
or two things before I can do that. 


JOHNNY - You're a psychiatrist? 

DOCTOR - Yes. 

JOHNNY - Youtre the fourth. 

DOCTOR - You don't like us much, do you? 


JOHNNY - Should Ah? Ah'm not a human being to you: 
Ah'm a case, a specimen to be poked at and 
tested, Why cantt they leave me alone. 


DOCTOR += There was a time they'd have hanged you, 
Johnny, with no poking and testing. 


JOHYNY - Ahtve nothing to tell you. aAh'tve told 
everything to the police. They've got it all 
written down. 


DOCTOR - 


Not it all. They know you killed a woman, 

but not why. You meet a woman you never saw 
before in your life. In the space of an hour 
the two of you are seen kissing. <A minute 
later you strangle her. The police think you 
planned to robb her. But if that was the case, 
why Gidn't you grab her bag and run for it, 
You had plenty of time. Why did you stay with 
her, stroking her hair, till the police came. 


JOHNNY - What is it to you? You get paid whatever 


DOCTOR - 


happens. 


Yes, I get well paid. And what's more [I 
command respect wherever I go. You should 
have seen how that guard out there saluted me, 
It's the same every time I come here. You'd 
never have thought we'd been having a nice 
civil little chat only half an hour before. 

T thought we'd become sufficiently friendly 

to allow him to cut the saluting act; but no. 
What do I find? - He now not only salutes but 
clicks his heels too. Do you smoke? 


JOHNNY SHAKES HIS HEAD. THE DOCTOR TSKES A CIGARETTE 
AND LIGHTS IT. 


JOHNNY - 


DOCTOR - 


JOHNEY - 


I even broke the rules. It's only doctors 
I'm supposed to discuss you with. But I 
induced our friend out there to tell me one 
or two things about you. Some things somehow 
never get into the reports. Anyway, he told 
me something no one seems to have taken any 
notice of up till now. He told me you read 
poetry. What sort of library do they have 
here, Johnny? 


Tt's not much good where Ah am now = but - 
after youte sentenced, you go over to the other 
block. It's all right there. 


Well, that's as it should be, I suppose. What 
are you reading just now? 


Christina Rossetti. Tt's all there is. 
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DOCTOR - So that's why you read the same book all 
time. Yes, the guard told me. He's a keenly 
observant young man that guard. Rut to be 
honest he doesn't really think you're reading 
at all. He doesn't think anyone could take 
ten weeks to get through such a tiny little 
volume. 


JOHNNY - Ah've read it over a hundred times. It‘s all 
there is. 


oocfoR ~ What do you think of her? 

JOHFNY - I like her. 

DOCTOR - Ever read her brother: Dante Gabriel? 
JOHNNY = Mo, 


DOCTOR - Well, T think you'd like him too. You know 
the story. She loved her brother very dearly. 
She never married. One man loved her, but she 
chose her brother. She stayed by his side 
right to the end. And what a budding analyst 
can do with that story's nobody's business, - 
Well, Johnny, I just want you to confirm one 


or two facts. Tt wont take a minute. Your 
father died when you were twelve, is that 
right? 


JOHNNY - Yes. 


DOCTOR - In the blitz. And your mother married again 
after the war. And you have an elder sister 
who is now married. Right? 


JOHNNY NODS. 


You were about average at school, left at 
fifteen, got a job as a message boy, later 
as a van boy, and after that you were a 
labourer in a foundry. - Stop me if I've got 
anything wrong. - In 1952 you were rejected 
for National Service, defective hearing, 
nervous instability. October 1952 to July 
19543 you were a patient at Gorehill. How 
did you like it there, Johnny? 


JOHNNY - I hated it. 


DOCTOR = I did too. I was there ten years. It's 
too long to be in any place. You left 
Gorehill under the care of your sister and 
you were living with her and unemployed when 
this present business occurred. Now tell me 
one thing: why was it your sister and not your 
mother who took you away from Gorehill? 


JOHNNY - My mother asked her to. He didn't want me at 
home. 


DOCTOR = Your step-father? 

JOHNNY - He got me put in. 

DOCTOR - As a metter of interest, Johnny. What exactly 
did you hate about Gorehill? 


JOPNNY - Ah don't know exactly. Ah think it was the 
way ye were a prisoner, yet ye seemed to be 
free. If ye ran away ye were brought back. 


DOCTOR - Hm. Some think we should model our prisons 
more on the lines of our mental institutions; 
no bars, etc. Here's an example. See all this 
glass? 


HE GOES TO THE DOOR, OPENS it. TO THE (ARDER: 
Let me see your key a moment. 


THE PUZZLED VYARDER UNHOOKS IT FROM THE CHALN AT HIS 
HIP. FE DOCTOR TURNS TO JOHNNY. 


Watch this. 


HE PULLS BACK THE SCREEN AND SMASHES THE GLASS THREE 
TIMES WITH ALL THE FORCK HE CAN MUSTER. EVERYONE IN 
THE RECREATION ROOM LOOKS UP. THE YOUNGER ONES LOOK 
AT EACH OTHER AND SMILE. TH! WARDER LOOKS ACCUSINGLY 
AT JOFNI'Y. 


You see, Johnny. Not a scratch. CGompletely 
demoralising. 


HE RETURNS THE KEY TO THE WARDER WITH '-Phank you'. 
THE WARDER GOES OUT, SHUTTING THE DOOR BEHIND HIM. 
THE DOCTOR FIXES BACK THE SCREEN. 


DOCTOR - You shouldn't be allowed to see out if it's 
impossible to get out. 


JOHNNY SHUDDERS AND TVRNS AWAY, HIS HEAD BENT INTO HIS 
HAND. 


JOHNYY - I pitied her: I swear to youl 


DOCTOR - Yes, yes. And JT can add you also murdered 
her. Johnny, we know who you killed: but 
can you tell us what you were trying to kill? 
Youtve got the answer in you somewhere. 


JOHNNY - Ah can't face it. 
DOCTOR = You can't face what, Johnny? 


A SILENCE. 


You know. Some of you lads brought up 
during the war frighten me. You'll have 
no truck with authority or leaders of any 
kind, vet you yourselves are lost. For 
most people the war ended in 1945. For 

a great many it didn't. [It's still on. 
I'm thinking mainly of the chiliren. Alas 
for Hamelin! Johnny. What did the piper 
sing for you - the song of death, the song 
of vengeance? 


JOHNNY - I know what you mean. 
DOCTOR - You do? 


JOHNNY = There's a dream I get. Jt always starts the 
same way: great clouds of black smoke piling 
up into the air. There’s never a sound, 


AS HE DESCRIBRS THE DREAM WE SEE IT. 


JOHNVY - Then come the women. Teall, worn-out-looking. 
They're dressed in long grey - Ah don't know- 
robes that seem to hang on them, right down 
to their feet. Theytre barefoot. Theyfre 
blind. They seem to be climbint over things 
as they walk - hundreds of them, thousands, 
And they're all wringing - wringing their 
hends. 


And then the streets are empty, empty for 
good. For the women'11l never ever come back. 


DOCTGR - You loved your father very much, didn't you? 
JOHNNY - He was all Ah had. 
DOCTOR - And he was betrayed, wasn't he, Johnny? 


JOHNNY - He was a peaceful man. He couldn't hurt 
people. He just couldn't hurt! 


DOCTOR - Who betrayed him, Johnny? 


JOHNNY - The whole world betrayed him. They hounded 
him till he was broken in bits! 


DOCTOR ~ But the other betrayal, the private betrayal? 


A SILENGR. TEFEN THE DOCTOR STARTS PACKING FIS 
BRITYCASE. 


Well, thatts about it, isn't it? 
JOHWNY - What will they do to me, doctor? 


DOCTOR - Hard to say. But fifteen years anyway. 
Tt'!1ll be a long time. 


JOHNNY - Ah know. 
THE DOCTOR GETS UP. 


DOCTOR - The world betrayed your father. You take 
vengeance in your dreams. You foresee the 
destruction of that world. Youtre a loyal 
son, Johnny. Too loyal. But your father 
would be proud of you. There was another 
betrayal, wasn't there. A betrayal you 
could not and cannot avenge. And there's 
your guilt. 


DOCTOR - We grow coarser with the years, and forget. 
We foget our own guilt and the guilt of 
others. If we don't, well... JI think you've 
already done all that's necessary. We 
mustn't be too loyal to the dead, Johnny. 
Even though we loved them as dearly as you 
loved your father. Those who injured them 
while they lived or whom we may think 
dishonoured them after death; they have to 
live with their share of the guilt. We have 
to remember the living. Do you understand 
me? 


JOHNNY - I understand. 


DOCTOR - Good. I'll see you at the trial. And before 
I leave I'll have a word with the governor 
about the desperate lack of poetry at this 
end of the prison library. 


HH IS GOING. 


JORPNFY - Doctor. Youtve helped me. Thanks. Thanks 
for everything. 


DOCTOR - Good luck, Johnny. 


THE DOCTOR GOES OUT. THE ‘ARDER STEPS IN SHARPLY. 
JOUNNY RISES AND JS WATCH THEM MOVE DOAN THE LONG 
CORRIDOR. 
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[THE DARK IS NOW GREYING. SITTING ON CHE GRASS SLOVE, 
HIGH UP, JOHNNY IS LOOKING DOWN OVER THE RBANDSTAND. 
TWO FIGURES STAND TOGETHER At THE RAILINGS. 


IT 18 JOBNFY IF A DARK S'IT AND & YOUNG WOMAN RATHER 
OLDER THAN HE. SHE WEARS A LIGHT-CCLOURND RAINCOAT. 
‘HEY ARE IN ZACH OTFER'S ARMS. 


SHE TAKES OFF HER COAT AND THEY LIE ON IT LOGETHER 

ON THE SIOPE. FROM KISSING HER JOHMNY LOOKS UP AND, 
ALMOST FIDDEN AMONG TRE™S AND RUSHES, FAR ABOVE, HE 
CATCHES THE GLINT OF THR PARK ATTENDAPT'S UNIFORM CAP. 
THEN THE ATTENDANT'S EYES, PIERCING HIS. HE SINKS HIS 
HEAD ON THE YOUNG WOMAN'S BREAST, HIDING. IT IS THEN 
HER FACE RECOMES FIS MOTHER'S. HE IS KISSING HER. HIS 
FACE CONTORTS IN ANGER AND CCNSTERNATION AND HIS HANDS 
ARE ON HER THROAT. SHE CLOSES HER EYES AND WITHOUT A 
SIGN OF STRUGGLE DIES. 


HIS EYES FILI. WITH TBARS AND HE LAYS HIS CHEEK BY HERS. 
HE CARRESSES HIS MOTHER'S IMAGE AND LAYS HIS HEAD ON 
THE GRASS BESIDE HERS, HIS ARM ROUND HER. 


RETURNING TO JOHNNY, WE FIND HIM LYING AS ABOVE 
DESCRIBED, STILL WEEPING, BUT ALONE. fHE DARKNESS 
HAS GONE. THER BIRDS TWITTER. BESIDE HIS HEAD, NOT 
HIS MOTHER, BUT A SOLITARY WILD FLOWER AMONG SHOOTS 
OF ROUGH GRASS. HE SMILES AT THE FLOWER. HE RISES 
AND VALKS SLOWLY AND EASILY DOWN THE SLOPE. 


JOHNNY IS VALKING DON & PATH TOWARDS A SIDE GATE. 

CY THE OTHER SID" OF THE STILL LOCKED GATE A MAN OF 
MORE THAN SIXTY YEARS IS MOPPING HIS BROW. HE DOES 
NOI SEE JOHNNY UNTIL THE YOUNG MAN IS STANDING WITHIN 
INCHES. HE STARES AT JOHNNY A LONG TIME. 


JOHNNY - Arén't you gonna open the gate? 

QLD MAN - You shouldnae be in there! 

JOHNNY - Well, Ah'm in. 

OLD MAN - Ah could get ye the jail, ye know. 
JOHNNY - That's all right. That's just where Ah'm 


goin' anyway. 


HE STARTS UNLOCKING THE GATE, MUTTERING TO HIMSELF. 


